CALL  NO  MAN   HAPPY

'Fall in!', the firemen would form a column of two's) the bugler
would play 'La Casquette', and the company would set off in time
to the music toward the next hydrant.

'They march like conscripts/ my father would say, tucking the
shivering litde boy back into his still-warm bed.

That was the comment of an old soldier.

He had a passion for things military. A native of Alsace, he had
seen the war of 1870, and at the age of seventeen had tended the
French wounded on the battlefield of Froeschwiller, Later he had
done his service in the infantry at Limoges, and bad then become a
scrupulous non-commissioned officer whose fine handwriting was
the pride and joy of the sergeant-major. As soon as my sisters and
I could walk, he began drilling us and would make us keep step by
singing marching songs. 'My tunic has one button, march, march!"
he would commence, and we had to reply, 'My tunic has one button,
march, march!'.., 'March briskly, inarch briskly, together we march
briskly,' my father would go on, and we would thus get up to fifty
or a hundred buttons. The first book I learned to read was a history
of the war of 1870: Francis et Allemands^ by Dick de Lonlay. The
names of Borny, of Rezonville, of Saint-Privat, of Gravelotte used
to evoke in my mind confused, sanguinary and tragic pictures; those
of Chanzy and Gambetta ideas of revenge and pride.

It is often said that those persons who remain optimists all their
lives and, despite trials and tribulations, maintain their confidence
in life, are the ones who have had the good fortune to enjoy a happy
childhood. My case would support this theory. Few men have felt
a keener and more lasting admiration for their parents than I, Even
to-day when I think about them and compare them with the thou-
sands of persons I have known, I can clearly see that they were
superior in point of moral worth to almost all the others. My father,
an unselfish man, brave, discreet, and appealingly modest, had four
passions: France, Alsace,, his mill and his family. As far as he was
concerned the rest of the universe hardly existed.

Scrupulous to a fault, he used to tire out the local tax commission
and the customs authorities by the meticulous detail of his declara-
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